


TheTragedie 

By drunken prophefies, libels and dreames. 

To fet my brother Clarence and the King, 

In deadly hate the one againft the other,- 
And if King Edwardhtis true and iuft 
As I am fubtile, faife and trecherous ; 

This day fhould Clarence clofely be mew'd vp. 

About a Prophelie which (ayes that G. 

Of Edwards heires the murtherer (hall be. 

Diue thoughts dovvnc to my foule, Enter Clarence with 

Hcci e Clarence comes, a Guard of men, 

Brocher,good daies,what meanes this armed guard 
That waits vpon your gracc. ? 

Cla. His Maieftie tendering my perfons fafetie hath ap- 
•This conduft to conuey me to the Tower, (pointed 
Glo. Vpon what caufe? 

Cla. Becaufe my name is (Jeorge, 

Glo. Alacke my Lord,that fault is none of yours. 

He fhould for that commit your good fathers: 

O belike his maieftie hath fome intent 
T hat you lhall be new chrillened intheTower, 

But what is the matter Clarence, may I know? 

(fla. Yea Richard when I doe know, for 1 protefl 
As yet I doe not, but as I can learne. 

He hearkens afcerprophefiesand dreames, 

And from the crolte-row pluckes the letter G: 

An d faycs a wi 2 ard told him that by G, 

His iiluedifinherited fhould be, 

And for my name of (jeorge begins with G, 

Itfollowes in his thought that I am he; 

Thefe as Ilearne,and fuchTike toycs as thefe, 

Haue moued his HighnelTe to commit me now-. 

Glo, Why this it is when mcnareruldeby women, 

Tis not the King that fendsyou tothe Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis flic 
That tempts him to this extrcamitie; 

Was it not fhe and that good man of worfhip 
^Anthony Wooduile her broth er there. 

That made him fend Lord Hafiings to the Tower, 

From whence this prefent day he is deliuered ? 

.Wears not fafe/hwwr,we are notfafe. 
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of Richard the Third. 

Ha By heauen 1 thinke there is no man fecar’d 
Bur the Queenes kindred, and night -walking Heralds, 

That trudge betwixt che King and Mi ft relic Sboare: 

Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Hafiings was to her for his deliuerie? 

Glo* Humble complayningto her Deitie* 

Got my Lord Chamberlainc his libertic, 
llctellyou what, I thinke it is our way, 

If we will keepein fauour with the King, 

To be her men, and wcare her liuerie. 

The iealous ore-worne widdow and her felfe. 

Since that our brother dubd them Gentlewomen, 

Are mightie goflips in this Monarchy. 

Bro, I befeech your graces both to pardon me ? 

His maieftie hath ttraightly giuen in charge. 

That no man fliallhauepriuate conference, 

Ofwhat degree foeuer with his brother. 

Glo, Euen fo& pleafeyourworlhip Brekenbnry, 

You may partake of any thing we fay: 

Wefpeakeno treafon man, we fay the King 
Is wife and vertuous, and his noble Qpeene 
Well ftrooke in yeares, faire and not iealous, 

Wefay that Shores wife hath a prettie foote, 

A cherry li p, a bonny eye, a pafting pleafing tongue: 

And that the Queenes kindred arc made gentle folkes.* 
Howfayyoufir,canyou deny all this ? 

Bro, With this (my Lord) my felfe haue nought to do, 
Qlo. Naught to do with Miftrelfe Shore, I tell thee fellow. 
He that doth naughtwith her, excepting one, 

Were beft he do it fecretly alone, 

Bro. What one my Lord? 

Glo, Her husband knaue,wouldft thou betray me? 

Bro. I befeech your Graceto pardon me, and withallfbr- 
Your conference with the noble Duke. (bears 

Cla. We know thy charge Brokenbury ,nnd will obey. 

Glo' We are the Queenes /tfbieds and mu ft obey. 

Brother farewell, I will vnto the King, 

^nd whatfoeueryou willimploy me in, 

Were it to call KingEdwards yiddow After, 

A a Iyvitt 
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